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She rattled on cheerfully abbut the shooting and the scarcity of boirds, and the
prospects for duck in the winter. To Framton it was all purely homble. He made a
desperate but only partially successf;f e?fért to turn the talk on toalesss ghastly topic,
he was conscious that his hostess was giving him only 2 fragment of her attention,
and her eyes were constantly straying past himn to the open window an d thelawn
beyond. It was certainly an unfortunate coincidence that he should hawve paid his visit
on this tragic anniversary.

"The doctors agree in ordering me complete rest, an absence of mental
excitement, and avoidance of anything in the nature of violent physicaa 1 exercise,”
announced Framton, who labored under the tolerably widespread deliasion that total
strangers and chance acquaintances are hungry for the least detail of ome's ailments
and infirmities, their cause and cure. "On the matter of diet they are n©Ot SO much in
agreement,” he continued.

"No?" said Mrs. Sappleton, in a voice which only replaced a yaawn at the last
moment. Then she suddenly bﬁghtened into alert attention—but not to what Framton
was saying. |

"Here they are atlast!" she cried. "Just in time for tea, and don"t they look as if
they were muddy up to the eyes!"

Framton shivered slightly and turmed towards the niecewitha lookintended
to convey sympathetic comprehension. The child was staring out through the open
window with a dazed horror in her eyes. In a chill shock of nameless Fear Framton
swung round in his seat and looked in th€ same direction.

In the deepening twilight three figures were walking across the& lawn towards
the window, they all carried guns under their arms, and one of them ~was additionally
burdened with a white coat hung over his shoulders. A tired brown spoaniel kept close
at their heels. Noiselessly they neared the house, and then a hoarse y ©ung voice
chanted out of the dusk: "] said, Bertie, why do you bound?”

Framton grabbed wildly at his stick and hat; the hall door, the gravel drive, and the
front gate were dimly noted Stages in his headlong retreat. A cyclist coming along the

road had to run into the hedge t0 avoid imminent collision.



